METAMORPHOSES
hot coffee in thermos flasks to every room of the
building, than he was of his flight to South
America.
"He seems to me half a poet/' said I, when
I was telling Mussolini of my visit. "The walls
of his office are decorated with oracular sentences."
"Most airmen are poets as well," said Musso-
lini. "He has written a book, and is a man of
all-round competence."
"What a pity," I remarked, "that in your Air
Ministry ninety per cent of their energies are
devoted to war purposes, and only ten per cent
to civilian undertakings. The delight in technical
advances is to-day perpetually dashed by this
thought."
"You see spooks everywhere," he said deri-
sively.
"If I do, it is because I cannot forget the
experiences of the war years."
"I have read your book," answered Mussolini,
"July 1914* in which you describe the follies
and the crimes of a handful of statesmen of both
parties. Your account is fully justified. Neverthe-
less, beyond (or, if you like, beneath) diplomatic
intrigues, I discern profounder causes of the war.
You yourself say that it is your aim to deal only
with July, and to ignore the faults of earlier days.
In truth the war had become inevitable. There
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